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SYNOPSIS,

Mr. Bolomon Pratt began comienl nar-
ratton  of wtory, Introducing well-to-do
Nathan Scudder of his town, and Edward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
New Yorkers seeking rest, Becauss of
lutter pair's lavish expenditure of money,
Pratt's first impresalon was connected
with Junatics. The arrival of Jamons
Hopper, Van Brunt's wvalet, guve Pratt
the desired Information about the New
Yorkers, They wished to live what they
termed ‘‘The Natural Life' Van Hrunt,
It wis Jenrned, was the successful auitor
for the hand of Miss Agnes Page, who
gave Hartley up, "“The Hewvenlies" hear
a long story of the Wlomestle woes of
Mrs. Hannah Jane Purvis, their cook and
muid of all work. Deoclde to lat her go
and snguge Bol. Pratt us chef

CHAPTER Ill.—Ceontinued.

“And while we're giving you the
story of our lives, skipper,” says Hart
ley, with one of his half smiles, “I
want to say right here that our pres-
ent surroundings aren’t all that fancy
painted "em. They're too much In the
Hme light.” This was just one of his
crazy ways of saying things; 1 wus
getting used to ‘em a little by mow.
“We're too prominent,” he says. '“The
populace are too friendly and Inter
ested,”

“Also,” says Van, “the select bunch
of feminines from the hotel have
taken to making our front walk a sort
of promenade. Martin and | are anatur-
ally shy; we pine for solitude.”

There was more of this, but I man-
aged to find out that what they wanted
was & quieter place than Scudder’s. A
place off by Itsellf, where they could
be as natural as a picked chicken. 1
agread to try and help ‘em find such
a place. And | sald, too, that 1'd think
about the cooking idea. Money didn't
seem to be no object—I could have my
wages by the hod or barrelful—just as
1 see At

“Well," gayvs [, getting up to go.
“I't see. Lot me sleep on it for a
spell, same’'s you fellers have done on
Nate's pin-feather beds. But 1 aln't
s0 sure about your staying all sum
mer. How about that young lady
friend of yours, Mr. Van Brunt? She
may take a notlen to send for you te
introdoce her to the Ring of Chiny
or the grand panjandrum with the Ht.
tle round bottom on top. Then you'd
have to pack up and cut your cable™

Van, he looked hard at me for a
minute. [ thought first he was mad
at me for putting my oar in where It
wa'n't supposed to be, Then he
laughed. “Sol,” says he, “that young
lady and 1 are kindred spirits, For a
year I'm natural and happy, and she
<can nurse her Hoolignns and go on
charity sprees, Then—well, then we
fal! back on our respécted parents and
wedded—ear—nbliss. Hey, Martin?”

Hartley, In the shadow of the vines,
1t another e¢lgar and nodded. But he
didn't say nothing,

For the next three or four days |
chased around trylng to ind & house
and lot where them Heavenly lunatica
conld be natural. 1 located a couple of
bally summer places, all trees and
windmills and posy beds and hot and
cold water and land knows what, But
they wouldn't do; they “smelled of
coupons,” Van sald. What they really
wanted, or thought they wanted, was
a state's prison ln a desert, 1 judged.

For a week or ten days we kept the
hunat up, but didn’t have mno luck.
Whenever I'd think 1I'd uncovered a
promising outfit the Heavenlles would
turn to and dump in a cargo of objec
tions and bury It again. After five or
six funerals of this kind I got sorL of
tired and quit. It got to be July and
their month at Nate's was ‘most over.
1 was up there the evening of the third
and 1 happened to msk ‘em If they
wanted me and the sloop fof the next
day. There was to be a Fourth of July
celebration over to Bastwich and some
of the boarders wanted to go and see
the balloon and the races and the
sreased pig chase, and such lke. If
the Twins dida't care I'd take the job,
1 sald. But they took a notion to go
themselves. Van sald ‘twould be an
excuse for me to glve ‘em another
chowder, If nothing more. 8o, on the
morning of the Fourth we started, me
snd Van Brunt and Hartley and Lord
James, In the Dora Bassett. Talk
about crulses, If I'd known—and yet
out of It come—Bul there! let me tell
you about It

CHAPTER IV,
The Plg Race.

1 don't cal'late that I ever had a
better run down the bay tham I done
that morning. "Twas a fair wind, and
a smooth sea, not the slick, greasy
kind, but with little blue waves cha-
aing each other and golog “Spat!
spat!® under the Dora Bassett's guar-
ter as she danced over ‘em. And
that's just what she did—dance. There
wa'n't any hog-wallowing for her; she
just pleked up her skirts, so to speak,
and tripped along—towing the Iittle
janding skiff astern of her—Ilike a 16
yearold girl going lo a surprise party.

An early July morning on the bay
down our way |8 good enough for
yours truly, Solomon Pratt. Take It
with the wind and water like I've sald;
with the salt smell from the marshes
drifting out from the shore, mixed up
with the smell of the plteh-pines on
the bluffs, and me in the stern of a
good bout with the tiller In my hand

and a plpe In my face—well, all right!
That's my natural life; and I don't
need no book to tell me so, neither,

The Heavenlles enjoyed It, and
they'd ought to. 'Twas clear then,
though it got hazy over to the east’ard
Inter on. But then, as 1 say, 'twas
clear, and you could see the schooners
strung out on the skyline, some (ull
up, with their salls shining white In
the sun, and others down over the
edge, with only thelr tops’ls showing.
Far off, but dead ahead, just as Iif
somabody had dipped thelr finger In
the bluing bottle and smouched it along
the bottom of the aky. was the Wapa-
tomne shore, and away aft, right over
the stern, was the Trumet lighthouse,
like & white chalk mark on a yellow
fence, the fence being the high sand
bank behind It

The Twins lald back and soaked in
the scenery. They unbuttoned their
jackets and took long breaths. They
actually forgot to smoke, which was

a sort of miracle, as you might say,
and even Hartley, who had been bluer
than a spolled mackere! all the morn-

ing, braced up and got real chipper. By

and by, they resurrected that book of

managed to smile. As for Lord James
he looked at me like I'd trod on the
queen's corns,

Blessed if [ could see what there
was funny about it. Solon can play
llke an Injun. Why, I've seen him
bust. two strings at a Thanksglving
ball and then play “Mm. McLeod's
Reel"—you know, “Buckshee, nanny-
goat, brown bread and beans”—on
t'other two, till there wa'n't a still foot
in the hall,

We made Eastwich Port about noon
and had dinner. 1 cooked up a kettle of
chowder-—fetched the clams along
with me from home—and ‘twould
have done you good to see the Heav-
enlles lay into it. Lord James he
skipped around Hke a hoppergrass in
a hot skillet, fetching glasses and
laylng out nine or ten different kind
of forks and spoons side of each
plate, and opening wine bottles, and
[ don’t know what all. When he hove
in sight of the wharf that morning he
was toting a basket pretty nigh &s
blg as he was. 1 asked him what It
wWas,

“Why, the 'amper.” says he.

“The which?" says L

“The lunch ‘amper, of course,” he
says, "The "amper for the heatables™

Well, 1 wondered then what in the
nation was in it, for ‘twaz heavier
than lead. 1 remember that the heft
of it made me ask him If he' fetched
along some of the late Hannah Jane's
left-over riz biscuit. But now [ see
why ‘twas heavy. There was enough
dishes and truck for ten men and the
eook in that basket. We had my
chowder and four kinds of crackers
with 1, and chicken and asparsgus,
and nine sorts of plekles, and eanned
plum pudding with sass, and coffee
and good loud healthy cheese, and red
wine and champagne. When I'd

“The Lunch 'Amper, of Course,” He

Says. “The 'Amper for the Heat-

ables.”

theirs and had what you might call a
Natural Life drunk. [ never see print-
ing that went to a person’'s head the
way that book seemed to go to thelrs.
I judged "twas kind of light and gassy
reading and naturally riz and filled the
empty places same as you'd fill a bal-
loon,

Everybody was happy but Lord
James, and I could see that he wa'n't
easy In his mind. He set about amid-
ships of the cockpit and hung onto the
thwart with both hands, like he was
afraid ‘twould bust loose and leave
him adrift. If the Dora Bassett had
struck a derellet or something and
gone down sudden I'll bet they'd have
dredged up that Hopper valelt and the
thwart together. And then they'd
have had to pry 'em apart. Hia lord-
ehip wa'n't used to water, unless ‘twas
to mix with something else.

By and by Hartley shoves both
hands into his pockets, tilta his hat
back and begins to sing. More effecis
of the Natural Life spree, 1 suppose,
but ‘twas bully good singing. Might
have been saying most anything, oall-
ing me a short lobster for what I
know, ‘cause ‘twas some forelgner's
lingo, but the noise was all right even
it 1 did have to take chances on the
words. 1 cal'late to know music when
I hear it

“Good!" says Van, whea his chum
stopped. “Martin, you're better al
ready. [ haven't heard you sing for
two years or more. The [ast time
was at the Delanceys’ ‘at home.' Do
you remember the dowager and 'my
daughter? Heavens! and ‘my daugh-
ter's’ plano playing! Agnes told the
dowager that she had never heard
anything like it. You and she were
together, you know. Give us another
verse."

But Martin wouldn't. Shut up lke
a clam and reached Into his pocket for
a clgar,

“That was A No. 1, Mr. Hartley,”
says L "I wish you could hear Soclon
Hassott play the Addle; you'd mppre
cinte IL"

Van ho roared and even Hartley |

holsted in enough of everything so
my hatches wouldu't shut tight, and
pulllng on one of the Twins' cigars, 1
says to Van:

“Mr. Van Brunt,” says I, “is this
part of what you call the Natural
Life?

“You bet, skipper!™ says he. He
hadn't finlshed the chowder end of
the layout yet.

Well, I heaved a sigh. ‘Twas kind
of unnatural to me, having come on
me all to once; but | cal'lated 1 could
get used to 1t in time without shed-
ding no tears. Didn't want to get
used to It too quick, neither; 1
wanted the novelty to linger along, as
you might say.

When the dinner was over—the
Heavenlles was well enough ac-
quained with the family to nlckname
it “lunch"—I1 started In to help his
lordship wash dishes. The Twins
sprawied themselves under a couple
of pine trees and blew smoke ringa.

“Hurry up there, messmate,” says
1 to the valet; “l want to get through
time enough to run up to the fair
grounds and see that greased pig
race."

Hartley had been keeping so still 1
callated he was dropping off to sleep,
but it seems he wa'n't. He set up,
stretched, and got to his feet

“T'll go with you, skipper,” says he.
“Might as well do that as anything.
I've never seen a greased pig race.
They don’t have ‘em on the Street.”

“Chase nothing but lambe there”
draws Vaa Brunt, Iasy, and with his
eyes half shut. Then he turned ever
and locked at hia chum.

“Great Caesar! Martin,” he says,
“you don’t mean to tall me that you're
golug up into that crowd of hayseeds
to hang over a fence and watch some
one run, do you?! Why any one on
God's earth should want to run.” he
sayn, “when they can keep still, Is be-
yond me; and why you, of all men,

should want to wateh ‘em do it— |

that's worse yet. Come here and be
natural and decent.”
But Hartley wouldn't do It Hia

blue streak seemed to have struck In
agaln and he was kicking the sand,
nervous-like, with his foot,

“"Come on, Van,” be says. *1 want
the walk."
“Not much,” says Van, “Walking's

flmost a8 bad as running. 1'1l be here
when you get back.”

It may be that Hartley did want
that walk, same as he sald, but he
didn’t seem to get much fun out of it
Went pounding along, his cigar tipped
up to the visor of his cap, and his
eyes ptaring at the ground all the
time. And he never spoke two words
till we got to the fair grounds.

There was a dickens of a crowd,
five or six hundred folks, I should
think, and more coming all the time,
Everybody that could come had bor
rowed the horses and carryalls of
them that couldn't and had brought
thelr wives and mothersin-law and
their children’s children unto the third
and fourth generation. There was con-
siderable many summer folks—not so
many as there Is at the cattle show In
August—but a good many, just the
same, I counted five automobiles, and
| see the Barry folks from Trumet
riding round In thelr four-horse coach |
and putting on airs enough to make
‘em lop-sided.

Hartley gave one Jook around at the I
gang and his nose turned up to 12
o'clock.

“Gad!"™ says he, “thls, or something |
lke it, 18 what I've been trying to get |
away from. Come on, S8ol. Let's go
back to the boat.”

But I hadn't seen 80 many shows u1
he had and | wanted to stay. |

“You walt a spell, Mr. Hnrde:r."i
says 1. “Let's cruise round a Mttle |
fArst.” |

Bo we went ghoving along through
the crowd, getting our toes tramped
on and dodging peddlers and such lke
every other minute. There was the
“test-your-strength” machine and the
merryv-go-round and the “ossified man™
in & tent;: “"Walk right up, gents, and
cast your eyes on the greatest marvel
of the age all alive and solid stone
only two nickels @ dime ten cents™
and all the rest of it. Pretty soon
we come to where the feller was sell-
Ing the E Pluribus Unum candy—red,
white nand blue, and a slab as blg as a
brick for a dime

Hartley stopped and stares at It

“For heaven's sake!” says he. |
“What do they do with that?™

“Do with 1t? says 1. “Eat It of |
course.”

"No?" he says., "Not really?™

“Humph!"” 1 says. “You just wait |
a shake ™

There was a little red-headed young-
gter scooting In and out among the
folks' knees and 1 canght him by the
shoulder “Hi, Andrew Jackson!"
says 1. “Want some candy?"

He looked up at me as pert and
sassy as & blackbird on a scarecrow’s
shoulder.

“Het your
Jumped.

“Lord!"” says I; “I cal'late he knows |
you."

Hartley smiled. "How do they sell
that—that Portland cesnent?” says he,
“Give me some” he says, holding &
half dollar to the feller behind the oll-
cloth counter. The man chiseled off
enough for a falrsized tombatone and
handed it out. Hartley passed it to
the boy, He bit off & hunk that made
him look llke he had the mumps all

natural!™ says he. 1

on one side, and commenced to |
erunch it, |
“There!" says 1. “That's proof

enough, ain't It -

But he wa'n't satisfled. “Walt a |
minute,” says he, "l want to see what |
it does to him."” |

Well, It didn’t do nothing, apparent- ‘
ly, except to make the little shaver's
Jaws sound llke a rock crusher, so we |
went on. By and by we come to the |
fence alongslde of the place where
they had the races. The sack race
was on, half a dozen fellers hopping |
around tied up in meal bags, and we
see that. Then Hartley was for golng |
home again, but 1 managed to hold |
him. The greased plg was the next |
number on the dance order and I
wanted o see |t

Maj. Philander Phinney, he's chair
man of the Eastwich selectmen and
pretty nigh balf as big as he thinks
he is; he stood on tiptoe on the
judge's stand and bellered that the
graased pig contest was open to bhoys
under 15, and that the one that eaught
the pig and hung on to it would get
five dollars. In less than three shakes
of a herring's hind leg there was boys
enough on that fleld to start a reform
school. They ranged all the way from
little chaps who ought to have been
home cutting their milk teeth w
“boys” that had yellow fugz on thelr
chins and a plug of chewing tobacco
in their pants' pocket. They fetched
in the plg shut up in a box with laths
over the top. He was little and black
and all shining with grease. Then
they streiched a rope across one end
of the race fleld and lined up the plg-
chasars behind (L

“Hello!" says Hartley, “there's our
Portland cement youngster. He'll
never run with that marble quarry in-
slde of him.”

Sure enough, thers was the boy that
had tackled the candy. 1 could see
his red boad blazing like s lightning
bug alongside of a six-foot Infant with
overalls and a promising crop of side
whiskers, Next thiog [ knew the
starter—Issnchar Tiddit, ‘twas—he
opens the Hd to the plg box snd hel
lers "Go!™

The line dropped. That little lone
plg see 20 odd palr of hands shooting
towards him, and he fetched a yeoll
llke & tughont whintle and put down
the field, with the whole croew behind
him. The crowd got on tiptos and
strotched thelr necks 10 nes, Every-
hody hollered and hurrahed and “haw,
hawed.”

(TO BE CONTIKUBD.)

THE ASPIDISTRA OR

“PARLOR PALM” PLANT

Varlety of Decorative House Plant Which Responds Gener-
ously to Good Care.

The aspidistra, or parlor palm, de-
rives Its name from aspidiscon, a M-
tle round shield, probably from the
shape of Its fower, which, though
somewhat Insigpificant, Is pecullar
from Its belng borne upon the sur-
face of the soll. There are two forms,
green and variegated, The aspldistra
Is perhaps the most valuable of all
plants for room embellishment, as well
ns for effect In the greenhouse, whilst,
belng evergreen, it s especlally valu-
able for decorative purposes all the
year round; In fact, Its stately and
bold appearance causes it to rank
among the best of all plants for In-
doors, In draughts and badly lighted
rooms, and with reasonable care It

| pucceeds with but little attention. It

will also be found, too, more profit-

|nblq than many expensive plants pur-

chased from Ume to time to place upon
the table or in the window, these
usually having to be replaced quick-
Iy, so little are they adapted to a pro-
longed wojourn in an uncertain tem-
perature with unnatural surroundings,
One of the advantages of the aspldis-
tra is that gas affects it but lttle in
comparison with other plants. One
cannot help but notice In many cases
its neglect as regards cultivation, the
plants, as it were, being left to lake
care of themselves, A good plant
should be purchased from a nursery-
man, and If this Is glven due atten-

of the left hand belween the stems of
the leaves on the surface of the soll,
turning the plant completely upside
down; then with a gentle tap of the
adge of the pot, upon the greenhouse
staging or similar firm substance the
pot may be easily removed, as in Fig.
4. The mass of soll and root can then
be divided into three or as many parts
a8 may be declded upon (see Fig. 3),
this operation being carried out by
the ald of a sharp kulfe, cuotting
through the rhizome, or rootatock,
curafully and cleanly, separating the
roots with as little damage as possl-
bie. To make each division shapely
it may be necessary to detach sev-
eral single leaves, with rootlets, these
being Inid on one side for Iater atten-
tlon. The spare space In the pot
should be filled with the compost above
described, care belng taken that am-
ple drainage Is afforded, with a few
pleces of crocks (broken flower-pots).
Firm potting is desirable, this being
attained by glving the hase of the
pots several declded taps upon the
bench in order to settle the contents
firmly snd the soil about the roots.
The single leaves require potting in
the same way in five-inch pots, arran-
ging the tall leaves In one pot, the
small in another. This s an excel
lent plan to obtain plants for differ
ent positions, the taller giving a bet-
ter appearance on a hall table or In

Fig. 1=—Too Crowded. Fig. 2—Removal from Pot Preparatory to Dividing

the Roet.

lion there Is no reason why, after sev.
eral years, the grower may not be
able to fill the rooms or greenhouse
with a conslderabde number of hand.
some specimens owing o the easiness
with which it s propagated, as shown
in the accompanying (llustrations.

Propagation by divigion Is best car-
ried out early in March, and a sup-
ply of soll composed of two parts loam,

The Repotted Divided Roots.

one part leaf mold and one part sund
should be. made up for the polling, as
this is found to be the compost In
which the aspldistra best succeeds.
After about two years' growth the
leaves will have Increased to such an
extent that they are apt to crowd one
another, as In Mg 1, and as small,
misghapen specimens result, repotting
and division is then necessary. To
commence operations plage the fingers

the conservatory, the smaller belog
more fitted for the side table or In a
fancy stand or similar receptlacle,
This is somewhat drastie treatment,
but If the plants are carefully staked
with & lght stick or bamboo cane and
tied up with raffia for a week or two
they will speedily recovar if kept from
bright suniight, the tying up of the
leaves being necessary to prévent
thelr weight levering the roots out of
position. The final proceeding la to
give the contents of the pots several
coplous waterings, in order to wash
the sofl well round the roots, but be
sure the water gets away.

Sometimes it will be found that old
planis make no progress. This is
usually due to the fact that fresh soll
entirely I8 required, the old having
become sour from over-watering or
other causes, Immerse the whole of
the pot and contents in a pall of water
for one hour, remove the pot, washing
away the old soll altogether, then re-
pot with new pot and soll. As tlo
wataring, the aspidistra requires to be
freely watered in summer and spar-
ingly In winter. It is preferred by
some, Instead of glving several water-
ings, to stand the plant in a pail of
water for some little time, allowing
the pot to be wholly covered, thus af-
fording a lasting drink, and this meth.
od ls all very well when the watering
of a plant s understood. It is a com-
mon practice to place the pots in
fancy vases or jardinleres; this |Is
detrimental to any plant, as it hinders
the alr getting to the pot, which s
porous. If, bhowever, this course |Is
adopted the outer vessel should be con-
siderably larger than that containing
the plant itself, to allow a certain
amount of alr to circulate between the
two: also it should not be forgotten
that water must not accumulate at the
bottom of the vase, as this rapidly be
comes stagnant and sour, and is very
injurious to the piant.

Wagon with Low Platform

EXCELLENT WEATHER
AND MAGNIFIGENT GROPS

REPORTS FROM WESTERN CAN
ADA ARE VERY ENCOURAGING.

A correspondent writes the Winnk

peg (Man.) Free Presa: “The Pinch-
er Creek district, (Southern Al
berta), the original home of fall

wheat, where it has been grown with-
out fallure, dry seasons and wet, Tor
about 26 years, ls excelling itself this
yoar. The yleld and quality are both
phenomenal, as has been the weather
for Its harvesting. Forty bushels is a
common yisld, and many fields go up
to 60, 60 and over, and most of it No.
1 Northern. Even last year, which was
less favorable, similar yields were In
some cases obtalned, but owlng to the
season the guality was not so good. It
is probably safe to say that the aver
age yleld from the Old Man's River to
the boundary will be 47 or 48 bushels
per ncre, and moatly No. 1 Northern.
One man bas just made a net profit
from his crop of $19.56 per acre, or
little less than the selling price of
land. Land here {8 too cheap at pres-
ent, when a crop or two will pay for
it, and a failure almost unknown, Nor
is the district dependent on wheat, all
other crops do well, also stock and
dalrying, and there is a.large market
at the doors In the mining towns up
the Crows Nest Pass, and In British Co
lumbia, for the abundant hay of the
district, and poultry, pork, and gar
den truck. Coal {8 near and cheap.
Jim Hill has an eye on {ils advan-
tages, and hss invested here, and is
bringing the Great Northern Rallroad
soon, when other lines will follow.™

The wheat, oat and barley crop In
other parts of Western Canada show
splendid yields and will make the
farmers of that country (and many of
them are Americans) rich. The Cana
dian Government Agent for this dis-
trict advises us that he will be pleassad
to glve Information to all who desire
it about the new land regulations by
which a settler may now secure 160
acres in addition to his 160 home
stead acres, at $3.00 an acre, and also
bow to reach these lands lnto which
rallways are being extended. It might
be Interesting to read what {8 sald of
that country by the Editor of the
Marshall (Minn,) News-Messenger,
who made a trip through portions of it
in July, 1908, “Passing through more
than three thousand miies of Western
| Canada's agricultural lands, touring
| the morthern and wouthern farming
| belts of the Provinces of Manitoba,
‘Saakatchewun and Alberta, with nu-
merous drivea through the great grain
| flelds, we were made to realize not
:only the magnificence of the crops, but
| the magnitude, In measures, of the
vast territory opening, and to be
| opened to farming immigration. There
| are hundreds of thousands of farmers
| there, und millions of acres under cul
tvation, but there I8 room for mil-
lions more, and other millions of acre-
age avallable. We could see in Western
Cinada In soll, product, topography or
climate, little that is differemt from
Minnesota, and with meeting at
every point many business men and
farmers who went there from this
state, It was difficult to realize one
was beyond the boundary of the
country.”

A RUNNER-UP,

e
Mr. Asker—Do yon find your new
auto a good climber, Harrry?
Harry—Well, it's not & speed mar-
vel when it comes to running up hills,
but say, old man, you just ought to see
it run up & bill

By the Hurricans Route,

*He's long wanted to leave the couns
try,” says a Blllville exchange, “but he
never could aford the rallroad fare,
but just as he had given up all hope
# hurricane came along and gave him
and his house free transportation. It
was providential and he pulled
:-‘i:m at last"—Atlanta Constite

Dainty Bits of Sentiment.

A fine bit of sentiment from Editor
Howe of the Atchison Globe: "Treat
the faith your friends have in you as
carefully as you would handle a dainty
silk parasol in & viclent wind and raim
storm.”
e

The

General Demand
of the Well-Informed of the World has
always been for n simple, pleasant and
efficient liquid laxative remedy of kmewn
walus; & laxative whieh physicians could
sanction fer family use because its cem-
penent parta are known to them to be

I —




